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Archita Mittra: She loves to tell stories with words and 
images, and has a fondness for the vintage, the imaginary 
and the fantastical. A first year student of English Literature 
at Jadavpur University, she is also pursuing a Diploma in 
Multimedia and Animation from St. Xavier's College, Kolkata. 
She has won several writing contests and her work has 
appeared in numerous online and print publications including 
Quail Bell Magazine, eFiction India, Life In 10 Minutes, 
Teenage Wasteland Review and Tuck Magazine, among 
others. 






A wild-eyed wanderlust soaked fangirl who on dark days 
claims to have been Sylvia Plath in her past life, she loves Tim 
Burton and Tom Hiddleston among a million other things. 

She's also a freelance writer and designer who once wanted 
to be a NASA scientist and a cryptozoologist and build an 
Einstein Rosen bridge to travel to an alternate dimension and 
discover faeries and unicorns. 

She's been writing poetry since she was twelve and drawing 
since she first laid her hands on a pencil and box of crayons. 
Her creative process involves alot of experimentation. 

She occasionally practices as a fortune teller. 

Some Tips on Painting: 

1. Create art for catharsis, not perfection. 

2. Experiment with different styles and media to find your 
own voice. 

3. Master the rules before breaking them. But if you're 
compelled, break them anyway. 

4. Be interested in culture. Artists don't exist in isolation. 

5. Never create art with the aim of earning money or fame. 

6. Disregard all such advice when you find what works for 
you. 
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ABOUT GLOMAG 

GloMag is the coming together of poets in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions - and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the poet gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the poet's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you are 
sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and you 
turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands still, 
and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but these 
beautiful verses, expressions, and pictures. Your soul dances 
in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, it sways and 
chants. Somewhere someone is telling you about duality, 
someone tells you about a forlorn house without music, 
someone shows you how to love, and someone raises 
questions about existence itself. 

And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is still 
there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 

Glory Sasikala 

The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 

© All rights reserved. 2015 

BACKGROUND MUSIC: "Cafe del Mar" by John Sebastian 
Bach 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dmJfNifsCdc 



PREFACE 


Vinay Virwani 

(hopeless dreamer, wayward thinker, non-conformist 
believer, spiritual worker.a misfit who has blended in....) 



11th April, midnight....deadline approaching in a few hours 
from now!!....It's been some time that the project has been 
awarded....and yet it had to come down to this last minute!! 


No this is not about some IT project being delivered... this is 
the Preface for Glomag... what you are reading right now!! 

And I was surprised how a Glomag Preface, an assignment in 
writing, something I have always loved, had become a last 
minute exercise - like the decks I present for next year 
budget, like the report on how a shade of blue in my brand 
logo would turn around the brand's fortunes, like a detailed 
submission of market share drop investigation in TuticorinM 

I didn't find myself procrastinating.sure, there were too 

many things going along....like these life-changing 

decks.like catching up on the newsfeed on my 

Facebook....like chatting late into the night on things I ate and 






clothes I wore.like going "windows" shopping on Amazon 

for the latest phone which ran Facebook even faster.like 

the latest most recent "repeat" episode of Friends!!!....and 
then of course there were some family obligations!! 

Obligations!! Family obligations...Work obligations...Glomag 
obligations!!... When did I become so obliging?? And when 
did spending time with family, writing for Glomag, swinging 
with the swaying trees, watching the dancing squirrels, 
counting the stars....become an obligation?? 

Since when did the written word....the joy of it and the 

experience of it ... start coming down in my priorities.and 

when did the virtual world become real??.... Am I missing out 
on something... Are we missing out on something?... Are we 
too busy taking snaps of the moment rather than living the 
moment itself!!? 

I remember many years back, somebody asked me why I 
wasn't a photographer when photography was my hobby and 
I had replied that I needed to enjoy photography....that the 
moment I start depending on it for my livelihood, my love for 
it will evaporate....and without the passion, I might not even 
remain a skilled photographer!!! 

And I guess it goes similar with writing. I call it the burden of 
the right-brained. The arts hardly pay you, especially in a 
country like ours, where we are all busy trying to eke out a 
living competing with a mass of talented countrymen all 
desperately trying the same!!....making the same decks, the 








same reports!! We segment our work... there is a core job 
which we do to make a living and then there is something 
cutely called a hobby!!... Like writing!!....And then the 
obligations take over.... And we become CAs, engineers, 
statisticians....telling ourselves.... That one day I'll paint a 

masterpiece....One day I'll make the perfect music.I'll write 

that novel.before the flame eventually dies! I 

Some of us make it eventually for sure... but that's because 
we kept at it.... we never let the system co-opt us!I Like 
Amish Tripathi, who kept writing without giving up his 
finance career.... like Palash Sen, who jammed with his band 
in college even as he was studying medicine.... like Nagesh 
Kukunoor who attended film workshops while working as an 
environmental consultant!! 

They never let their flame die - and continued to nurture 
their right brain - kept an outlet open for their creative 
energies to release steam. 

Well, dare I say aren't we are luckier? We have Glomag! I 

Just indulging in the raw creative energy of all the members 
here....just flowing with the words as we contribute our little 
bit to Glomag.... just scanning through it with lilting music in 
the background.... is such a high in itself!! Nourishment for 
our mind and soul. Even if no major creative accomplishment 
were to be achieved, we get to stay true to ourselves!! And 
isn’t that such a ’Glo’rious thing in itself?? 






And what's more... we don't just have Glomag... we even 
have its deadlines!! 

Now Now... to be sure....and with all credit to Glory, it's so 
important to bring deadlines into the picture!! Even for 
things that we love!! Deadlines make us work.... Deadlines 
keep us alive....keeps the flame alive.... forces the left brain to 
shut away for some time and allow the right brain breathe!!! 

Well, what can I say? Here's to you GloM Thanks for pushing 
us to discover ourselves!! 

P.S. Pardon the fully functional grammatical errors and the 
extensive use of full stops which are actually semi-colons. If 
you consider them as amateur brush strokes of a wannabe 
painter, the pardon may come easily. :) 
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BOOK OF THE MONTH 


Magic Magic 
By 

Anil Samotiya and Kunal Marathe 



Magic Magic is a magical romance novel written by Anil 
Samotiya and Kunal Marathe, and being published by 
Author's Empire India. 

The book is currently on preorder on Amazon.in and is 
scheduled to be released on 22nd of May. 

Recently, we received a World Record Title for releasing the 
book trailer of our novel, Magic Magic, in presence of 2106 
people in Mumbai, gaining the world record title, Largest 
Congregation of Book Trailer Launching by the Golden Book 
of World Records. 

The trailer is now on YouTube and Facebook, and is receiving 
wide appreciation for being one of the most professional and 




interesting book trailers for an Indian novel. It has been 
viewed by more than 10,000 people on Facebook and 
YouTube jointly. Here's the YouTube Link: 

https://www.voutube.com/watch?v=qOlywxhODZY 

REVIEWS 

"A spellbinding blend of magic and romance ." - Free Press 

"Romantic; entertaining and magical. Certainly the next big 
thing."- Rajeev Nigam, Celebrity Comedian 

ABOUTTHE BOOK 

Sikandar and Maya are having the best time of their lives on 
a luxurious private yacht - three days and three nights - in 
the middle of the sea. Everything about the journey is 
extraordinarily romantic, only if one ignores the fact that 
Sikandar is alive, but Maya is dead, for all the three days 
and three nights. 

Twelve years ago, when a mysterious boy opened his eyes in 
a muddy and crowded fish market of Mumbai, neither he nor 
the people around him had any idea that he possessed 
supernatural powers. He could read minds. He could 
remember anything and everything - even the smells of the 
different fishes in the market. He could move and lift things 
without touching them. 

After living a nearly isolated life till his early-twenties, he 
finally found his perfect soulmate in Maya and was all set to 
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tie the knot with her. However, it was on his wedding day 
that he had to pay the price of his magical powers - a price 
that he could not afford to pay. 

Witness the thrill of love and magic in this insanely magical 
and intensely romantic saga that takes you on a fast-paced, 
spellbinding ride on an electrifying, supernatural wave of 
suspense. 



ABOUT THE AUTHORS 
ANIL SAMOTIYA 

Born in the historic town of Ujjain, Anil Samotiya is a 
businessman who spends most of his time studying spiritual 
science and paranormal literature. After an intense research 
over a period of 15 years and reading hundreds of fiction and 
non-fiction books, he decided to write a novel on the topic he 
loves the most - Magic! 
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He lives in Indore, Madhya Pradesh, with his family and is 
working on a series of paranormal stories for a TV serial. 

KUNAL MARATHE 

Having written columns, articles and short stories for various 
publications, Kunal Marathe's first novel was released in 
January 2011. Now at 26, he is the CEO of Author's Empire 
India and has authored two books. More than twenty titles 
including fiction, non-fiction and poetry have been published 
under his company's aegis. 

Magic Magic is the third book authored by him. 
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I WANT TO BE RICK BLAINE 

Bogie taught us "cool" decades before Bond 
was even born. 

First, his cigarette in the ashtray 
beside the chess board— 

its smoke curls around the white bishop 
he taps, once, before taking another drag. 

In his other hand, the coupe of champagne- 
bubbles rising in amber liquid. 

His face emerges from the white dinner jacket, 
weary and pained, living 
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in isolation 


as the uncaring man with plans 

within plans, a disillusioned mercenary living 
without questions: 

"One never knows what he'll do. 
or why." 

He was more than noir, forced 
into heroic greatness becoming 
the "Hemingwayan hero," 
wearing a fedora, its brim angled, 

his shoulders slouching 
in nonchalance but, more likely, his body 
in a panther's crouch of readiness: 
the icon of cool. 
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William P. Cushing: Bill Cushing has had the privilege of 
becoming a regular contributor to GloMag and hopes its 
readers will indulge him in this piece, which displays his 
admiration for a fictional character that he only wishes he 
could approach. Bill and his family live in Glendale, California 
where he teaches college English, writes various forms of 
work, and reads whenever he gets the chance. Please feel 
free to contact him at piecespoet@yahoo.com. 
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UNBUTTONED LOVE 

Unbuttoned love 
wrapped in sheath 
fenced by maligned armors 
of social stigma; disgrace. 

Feathered thoughts 
unspoken words 
fingers in action 
moral compassion. 

United souls, ignited minds 
emotions in motion 
Love unbuttoned. 

Trusted minds 
lips in sync, 
eyes affixed 
never ever blinked! 

So close, as ever 
not yet in arms, 
beauty unveiled 
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Love unbuttoned. 


Not one night's stand 
never passion ever grand. 
Hide and seek; 
into chambers of heart 
stealing; spices of love 
treasuring memories galore. 
Epiphany of joy 
sensuality cushioned 
Love unbuttoned. 



Vishal Ajmera: He is a Business Strategy consultant by 
profession working with a reputed MNC in Mumbai. Over the 
years, Vishal has developed a penchant for poetry and has 
established himself as a successful poet cum lyrics writer; 
composing poetry across several genres and encapsulating 
various aspects of life from psychology, nature to imagery. 
With contributions in several international anthologies and 
magazine publications, his journey in the 'poetic world' 
continues unabated. Apart from poems, Vishal is an ardent 
music lover and plays guitar. 
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A BEAN SUN-KISSED....AN ODE.... 

(Amethyst...the cafe where we all meet once in a while...stealing time away from our 
hectic work-lives . sit back...relax....smile....chatter...and enjoy the coffee..) 

Whispering corners 
a slyvian infinity 
An expanse of time 
fleeting eternity 

Reflecting minds 
thumping hearts 
Melting lives 
brewing the parts 

Call of the soul 
romance of life 
Somewhere here 
speaks the guiding voice 

An aroma of love 
a bean sun-kissed 
An affair with coffee 
Oh!...Thank You Amethyst! 
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Vinay Virwani: A marketing guy by profession, I can't help 
but try and convince you that a particular brand of detergent 
powder can really change your life! 

And while you may choose not to believe me, at least I ended 
up telling you a story! 

Alas, while the breed of storytelling marketers is fast getting 
replaced by number-chasing, profit-making, excel sheet 
enthusiasts, I write....to continue telling stories.... 

A misfit perhaps, in a rapidly format-driven, number 

crunching world.but a misfit who has successfully blended 

in....:) 


23 





NO, THEY DON'T. 

Some things never change. 

The way we resolve fights 
over a cup of coffee, 
our bookshelves, 

the way we consume the emptiness of a moonless sky, 

our absurd laughter, 

the way you pronounce my name, 

our favorite music, 

the way we arrange the jigsaw 

puzzles of our lives, 

your illegible handwriting, 

the artwork on our bedroom walls, 

our favourite poems, 

some things never change, 
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the peace we find within ourselves, 
and hope that lives forever. 



Vasanthi Swetha: She is an Economics student who is 
extremely passionate about the art of poetry, dance, reading 
and dreaming, and she believes that every poem that she 
writes is a result of a conversation with her soul. 
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The scarlet I turned with every text exchange 

The maroon towel that you draped around me 

The flamingo duvet under which you possessed me 

The smouldering yellow of our passion 

That ignited a forest fire in the neighbourhood somewhere 

The hues of all those languid conversations 

The burning embers that held our gazes 

The shades of azure that impaled through my soul 

You drenched me yet again in 

another year of an indelible Holi. 
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Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, 
working with young minds and exploring creative possibilities 
beyond the ordinary. She has done her masters in History 
from Lady Shri Ram College and her Diplome from the 
Alliance Franchise de Delhi. 

She is a French teacher in a couple of schools and private 
institutes and also translates for various publishing houses 
and corporates. An active member of various quiz clubs 
across Delhi-she has a soft corner for Kolkata where she 
spent her childhood. Her various passions include singing, 
playing the piano, composing music and participating in local 
antakshari competitions. She describes herself as a 
dreamer...a wanderer and a certified incurable romantic...the 
romantic moorings worsened with all her fancy French 
studies. Poetry for her is her stress buster -her flight of fancy- 
and strangely - what keeps her rooted too. 
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RAVEN IN A HUMAN WORLD 

Out of a small puddle 
On the side of a broken road, 

A rainy afternoon, 

A raven drinks quietly. 

A divine nectar—otherwise denied 

In this pricey part of the power-hungry capital- city 

To the poor and deprived. 

Its large neck—bobbing slowly in the singing wind 

Free of pollutants and particulate matter for the time being, 

A gloom thickens suddenly, ushered in by the dark clouds 
racing—like the cars on the mean streets of Delhi. 
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Thirsty beak dipping into vanishing store. 

Hurriedly now. 

In the waters muddy. 

Till, an obese kid, bored in a parked car, 

Decides to act violently. 

He makes the bird fly 
Half-thirsty 

By hissing and pelting it badly 
A sport the bully enjoys in school, daily. 

"Why ya do-oo-ing this?" asks his dad, fake American drawl, 
while fiddling his iPhone. 

"I do not like his colour, that is why" says the son, equally 
aggressively. 

The raven hovers. 

the son hisses. 

It flies away—into the dark skies. 

The kid is happy! 
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Hmm! 


Hmm! 

Hums the dad, absently, and is hooked back to his gadget 
Immediately. 


Sunil Sharma: He is a writer based in Mumbai, India. A 
college principal, he has published four books of poems, two 
books of shorts and a novel in English, apart from co-editing 
six literary anthologies. 

He edits Episteme: 

http://www.episteme.net.in/ 
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EVENING ON SOUTHERN RIM 

T'was a chilling eve 
On Grand Canyon rim; 

Ages old rocks juxtaposed 

The young mother and babe in pram. 

The setting sun turned the sky pearlescent 
And celestial light shone through 
Gilding life and crumbling rock 
Equally lovingly. 

God's hand crafting 
The living and non-living 
Remarkably clear. 
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Sumita Dutta: She is a photographer and the proprietor of 
Adlsh Photo Art. She has a degree in Fine Arts (Painting) from 
Chitrakala Parishad, Bangalore. She loves writing both poetry 
and prose. She resides in the southern end of Chennai with 
her two sons, her father, a cat and a dog. Find her blog at: 
https://zippythoughts.wordpress.com/ 
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STORY OF STREET 

The people sleeping on the pavement 
Who are they? Where they come from? 

Why they have come here? 

Don't they fear of being on street? 

Don't they feel disturbance of noise which gives us headache 
if stuck in traffic 

Have read somewhere they are called migrant 

Such effective word to bring all these invisible people 
together yet apart 

When our children start going to kindergarten 

These children of street start polishing their entrepreneurial 
skills 

These children who should have hold toys and books, 

Hold flower or books/periodicals to sell even some carry 
begging bowl 
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Being infested with inequality/invisibility their childhood 
being butchered brutally 

They grapple with sex abuse, substance abuse and 

Every possible abuse in the dictionary of inhumanity since 
inception 

Be it ache din of NDA or India shining of UPA 
These people have never tasted any of both 
Everyone around me talks about quality of life 
Do these people even have life? 

Or are they just pushing death each day? 

Am I mocking them or trying to reason out their situation 

May be I am incapable of both 

So just giving words to unhealed pain!!!! 



Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 
emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less traveled and being 
myself. 
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NAVRATRAS SPECIAL: O MOTHER GODDESS! 

MAA AMBA! MAA DURGA! 

You are the mother. 

You are the father! 

You are the brother, 

You are the sister! 

You are the creator. 

You are the destructor! 

You are the hell, 

You are the heaven! 

You are the sun, 

You are the moon! 

You are the divinity, 

You are the divine! 

You are the birth, 
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You are the death! 


You are the truth, 

Rest all is the myth! 

Here in this world O' mother 
Everyone tries to cheat one another! 

Only your name provides a moment of peace 
Your place is sacrad and unique! 

In these special days of Navratras 
Please listen to our prayers O' mother! 
Bestow your blessings unto your children 
We all are your creation! 



Sonia Gupta (BDS, MDS): She hails from Dera Bassi, near 
Chandigarh, India. Though, a doctor by profession, yet poetry 
is her passion. She started writing in 2006 and her journey of 
poetry continued afterwards. Her many poems got a place in 
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various Hindi magazines and English anthology books. 
Recently she became an established poetess after getting her 
two Hindi poetry books published. Her three English poetry 
books are releasing soon. Besides poetry, she is fond of 
paintings, singing, cooking, knitting, designing, stitching and 
embroidery too!!! 

E-mail: Sonia.4840@gmail.com 
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whenever someone complains 
of travel sickness 

or the rash, its always with the hope 
of a better summer next time around, 
we in the chill of nondoing 
have no experience of the sun, 
we freeze in complicated postures, 
silent in our disapproval, 
yet content to remain. 


we who have no birthing pangs 
or yearning fangs, 

we who haven't tasted blood as yet, 
what do we know of idle splashing. 
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what do we know of sickness and rash? 


upside-down, inside out and cold 
like embalmed bats, 
our silence reaches longer 
than your screams. 



Shreekumar Varma: He is an Indian author, playwright, 
newspaper columnist and poet. He received the R. K. 
Narayan Award for Excellence in Writing in English in 2015. 
He is known for the novels Lament of Mohini, Maria's Room, 
Devil's Garden: Tales Of Pappudom, The Magic Store of Nu- 
Cham-Vu and the historical book for children, Pazhassi Raja: 
The Royal Rebel Born as HH Prince Punartham Thirunal of the 
Travancore Royal Family, he is the great great grandson of 
the artist Raja Ravi Varma and grandson of Regent Maharani 
Sethu Lakshmi Bayi, the last ruling Maharani of Travancore. 
He is married to Geeta Varma (poet, teacher and columnist) 
and has two children, Vinayak and Karthik. 
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WOEFUL TALES OF A BOOK 

The past, present, future 
Brooking no empathy 
Tales of pages 

Wherein lies sympathy in abundance 

Pages crying out loud for want of being read 

But lying in a corner dead 

Was not needed 

By the inert pages of a book. 

Pages, recollecting happy past 
Lying in the library 
Now, fearing the dreary future 
Will ever leave past behind. 

Pages where life was lived 
Within the span of a short period 
A book where one is in living death 
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Chockfull of one's breath. 


Reader, art thou whizzing by 

Quizzed by pages 

Of unfortunate hold 

Is it boldness that thou lookest for? 

Pages, once more read 

Deep sense of foreboding 

Dropping by like lead 

Never having to leave 

Unused, unread. 



Shobha Warrier: Born near Trichur in Kerala, she did her 
schooling in Mumbai and Chennai. Shobha was highly 
influenced by her maternal grandfather who was a 
distinguished Sanskrit scholar. Shobha had a keen interest in 
languages, be it prose or poetry, from her school days. She 
completed B.A. and M.A. in English Literature as also B.Ed. 
She has also worked as a teacher in schools for some time. 
Shobha's father, K. Ramakrishna Warrier, is a distinguished 
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writer in Malayalam, and recipient of the Sahitya Akademi 
award for his contribution in Sanskrit. Shobha is married to 
an engineer and has one daughter. 
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YOU CAME IN MY LIFE 


You came in my life 
like a soothing breeze 
adding fragrance to thee. 

Like a burning illumination, 
eliminating sable darkness 
surrounding my entire being. 

The life which seems annihilating, 
transformed into altruistic hope, 
with a fervent of peace and tranquility. 
The endless dedication, 
you bestowed selflessly on me, 
give me an everlasting assurance, 
that our love is perennial and eternal. 
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Shamenaz: I am Shamenaz, a PhD in English from University 
of Allahabad with specialization on Sub-continent Women 
Writers and a teaching experience of 12 years. I live in 
Allahabad. I have published many poems in E-journals & 
magazines in India. I love nature and write poetry based on it 
but I also like to write on various issue relating our everyday 
lives. I have presented papers in Seminars/Conferences and 
have published papers in many refereed journals in India and 
abroad. I am in the Editorial board of journals: Literary 
Miscellany, Cyber Literature, Research Access, Expression 
(CLOJ), The Context & IJRHS (Jordan). I am the Guest Editor of 
'The Context' Volume 2, issue 3. I have served as a 
Chairperson of Women Cell of my College, AIET & Cultural 
Incharge, AIET since 5 years. I am a freelancer, who writes 
reviews, articles & blogs. 
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MIGHTY PEN 

She held her head high 
for she- created valiant warriors 
brave knights for princesses. 
Behind successful bold women 
she smiled gleefully 
her writings spitteth venom 
on injustice and corrupted minds 
But 

when doom dawned on her 
when she was pushed to the edge 
when she confronted foxes 
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she trembled in fear 


her eyes overflowed 

her heart shook 

she failed - her pen won her 

once again it rescued her 



Shalini Samuel: She is the author of Singing Soul and comes 
from India's southern tip. She started her writing journey as a 
blogger. Poetry was her unfulfilled dream then. She explored 
poetry and slowly started learning the nuances of it. Apart 
from writing she also works as freelance editor. Her poems 
have been published in various online and print magazines 
and anthologies. She has edited few novels. 
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A POETIC SPIRIT 

In silence 
Many times 
I saw myself crying 
In front of a mirror 
While thinking about you 
And clearly I saw 
My humble tears 
Gently washing 
My tired looking face! 

Suddenly the image of me 
Was completely changed: 
A bright and wide smile 
Vividly surfaced! 
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Quietly I laughed 
And guess what? 

The mirror laughed 
Along with me, 

We were both then 
Filled with great joy! 
Miracle! Miracle! 

The only word 
I can now clearly recall! 



Romeo Della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish parents 
and coming to America very young with a goal, mainly, to 
succeed in life and be happy. As a citizen of the world, there 
is not race, color, or religious beliefs that would stop me from 
searching for happiness...I have become through times 
passed that I am a man with a Vision and a clear mission: 'To 
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spread my message of Love an Peace throughout the World 
and if my poetry can touch a single soul in the World, then I 
would gladly die leaving my clear footprints behind! 

www.romeodellavalle.com 
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REVOLUTION 

For centuries 

we are waiting for a chance. 

For a change- 
that clashes us 
like a fog of perfume. 

A spring that break into our town 
And flush our streets 
With red bougainvillea 
For a wisdom 

that discharge us from this 
calamitous hospital. 

For centuries, 
we have been waiting 
for a sky with a clear sun 
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that chases this ravaging tempest 
out of our stomachs. 

For a bird's chirp 
that wakes us into a 
carnivalesque dream of life. 

For the key of an old trunk 

that unleashes a song 

which changes the face of the earth. 



Ro Hith: Fie is a poet and a medico from Andhra Pradesh, 
writing poetry since 7 years. His poetry has been published in 
various online magazines, including Muse India, The Four 
Quarterly, Istanbul Review, Kritya, New Mirage Journal and 
print magazines like Kavya English, which was applauded and 
complimented by various senior poets. Currently, he is 
working on his first book of poems, which will be published 
shortly and an online magazine that deals with progressive 
poetry and translations from various Indian languages. 
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THE ENIGMA OF LUST 

The feel of your teeth 
On my ear lobe. 

Your nails 
Raking a trail of red 
On my back. 

The slippery tango 
Of our tongues. 

Our nips and nibbles 
All over, 

Leaving no spot 
A virgin 

My hungry mouth 
Ravishing, 

The source 
Of your elixir. 

The not so gentle 
Assault 

Of your tongue 
On my pride, 

Pushing me to the edge... 
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As you pull me 
Into you 
Like a predator 
Your eyes 
Dilate 

Like a victim's. 

Hard, 

Soft; 

Holding back, 
Letting go; 
Pleasure, 

Pain; 

Satiation, 

Hunger.... 


The paradox 
Of lust - 

An eternal enigma. 



Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a 
narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, almost 
as many awards and translations into several Indian and 
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foreign languages. A popular story teller and mentor he is 
working as Chief of Communications, Rourkela Steel Plant. 
He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and his website 

is: www.ramendra.in 
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SKIN'S HAIRY PORES 

From the soft film like, 

Hidden, secretive hairy 
Pals of skin, pores 
Gloat over the gloomy 
Area. There are the drops 
Of sweat. Sweat drops 
Flow sequential to the 
Labor. The possessor of 
Skins dispossess and disposes 
Those drops .Sweat feels uncanny 
And unpolished and unethical act 
This is. Representative sweat 
Opines'we all belong to same area' 
Why this animadversion? 
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It is not Love's labour but 


Labor's Love is emitted. 

Skin responds "you are not static, 
Moreover, we abrogate your 
Saltish move. Sweat mocks 


"if we don't come out, you 


Will go down by obese. 



S. Radhamani: She was born in Madras, did B.A. English 
,obtained M.A. English from Venkateswara University, 
Tirupati, did her doctoral thesis on W.H.Auden's Plays, 
subsequently obtained PGDTE from CIEFL (Hyderabad). A 
Professor of English with 31 years of teaching experience in a 
post-graduate and research institution, published four books 
of poems and one book of short story, widely published and 
anthologized, guided M.phil research scholars and PhD 
candidates, and a reviewer and critic. Also published poems 
and short stories in many websites, presented papers in 
National and International conferences. 
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CST Station at 7:45 PM on Sunday 21 December 2008 

winter clouds 
this silent scream 
in my eyes 

The loo stinks, the tap runs and can't be closed. The risk of 
dying of a urinary tract infection or asphyxiation is still the 
same. The sole policeman visible, young and unarmed, is 
ostensibly guarding the ladies' first class. The rather bright 
lights are a change though, but they seem to make the place 
seem a wee bit less crowded. Seem. There are people sitting 
on the platform, waiting for their trains. Many in their 
Sunday best. Popcorn-sellers, peanut-sellers, kulfi-sellers are 
trying to get me to shed some money towards them, even as 
I wait for the samosa-seller. 

yellow leaves 

the old woman sweeps up 

yesterday 

It's getting on eight (time for the Titwala Fast to leave), and 
last-minute boarders are jumping in. The popcorn-seller is 
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taking his last chances before he moves to the 8:13 Khopoli 
Slow. I don't know how many of the guys around me are 
pass-holders or even bothered to buy tickets. I do know the 
police didn't frisk them. Because they didn't frisk me. The 
Sunday tradition of husbands and wives travelling together in 
the general second class is quite alive - which means I will 
have to stand (or sit) a bit more uncomfortably to keep out of 
the way of somebody's missus. Her vocal objections being 
well-buttressed by her husband's manual ones. 

summer lull 
waiting for jamuns 
to ripen 

The train has pulled out, so no samosas now. Anyway, I'm 
soon going to forget things, trying to fight off a fourth sitter, 
or looking out of the window to know when my station's 
going to come. There have been just two changes. One, a 
perfectly unjustified sense of dread as soon as I entered. (Tht 
disappeared after the train pulled out). The other was more 
permanent. There was a hole in a pillar, the sole memory 
that something unusual happened here. 

cloudless sunrise — 
red silk-cotton blooms 
on barren branch 
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Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: He moonlights as an award¬ 
winning copywriter by day and daylights as an award-wanting 
poet by night, and sandwiches an archaeology course, 
running two literary clubs, astronomy, the occasional trek, 
some peer counselling for suicide prevention, and learning 
languages in between. He thinks he is funny, but his friends 
vehemently disagree. 
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Her heart 

was a secret garden 
and the walls 
were very high* 

- William Goldman* 
The Princess Bride 


ALL HEART 

Shake her up a little bit, 
Know her wild side, 

Wake up brightly lit 
In her trembling bedside. 


For we are going in, 
Going in, all heart. 

To sweep her off, bling. 
Through her rampart. 

Make up a little bit, 
Show your kind side. 
Take her closely knit 
Into your slow side. 


60 


For we are going in, 
Going in, all heart, 

To listen to her sing, 
and play her own part. 



Prasanna H: I have lived in Villivakkam, Chennai all my life. I 
live across the street from where I was born. I have had the 
company of some exceptional people all my life like my 
grandparents, parents, brother, relatives, school friends, 
college mates, office mates, home boys and girls and the 
Glotimers. When I am not hanging out, I read, watch movies, 
start things I won't complete, listen to music, be angry, 
frustrated, blissful, hyper and dancing. 
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THE OLD MAN 

An old man with wrinkled skin, 
being naked 

obstructing my passageways 

always, everywhere 

while locking the night up at midnight 

while unlocking the dawn at earl morning. 

I have obeyed all his commands 
ridiculed the flowers 

having pressed the palm with thorn inside 
everything with in has come out 
blood, opening the aperture of veins 
tearing the womb naked children. 
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But everywhere that old man 
with wrinkled skin, being naked 
obstructing my passer ways always 

What does he want? 

A poem or story! 

Loneliness with its shadow looming large 
I myself become an half-shadowed 
half-lighted world! 

Having taken the moon and the star 
for a ride 

snatched my identity away from light 

Still, I am apprehensive of that old man 
with wrinkled skin 
being naked 

he might reach even if it is dark 
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Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from Balangir district of Odisha 
(India) is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia and English. 
So far he has published three anthologies of poetry in Odia to 
his credit. His poems have been published in national 
anthologies like Scaling Heights and international anthologies 
like GLOBAL ANTHOLOGY ON PEACE AND HARMONY, HAPPY 
ISLE, FEELINGS INTERNATIONAL, etc. By profession. Dr. 
Satpathy is a Reader in Economics, at present in Rajendra 
autonomous college, Balangir (Odisha). He has represented 
Odisha Sahitya Academy as honorary member for two 
consecutive terms. 
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A GNU POEM 

Don't look down on the Wildebeest 

He doesn't like it, you know 

He's proud and upright and really quite tall 

And likes to put on a show 

Don't look down on the Wildebeest 
He's stubborn through and through 
His name is very important 
And G'never call him a Gnu 
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Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and became 
a professional in the field of vibration and acoustics. He was 
awarded a Fellowship of the Society of Environmental 
Engineers. He has two sons and a daughter and 3 grandsons. 
He has written a number of technical papers, which were 
published internationally, before turning attention to writing 
poetry, short stories and a children's novel. He also founded 
The Young Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin 
Child," which is available through Amazon, Barnes and Noble 
and at www.elfinchild.com 

In December 2013, he was diagnosed with terminal Motor 
Neuron Disease. He spent the last years of his life 
concentrating on raising awareness regarding the disease. 
Philip G. Bell passed away on October 8, 2015. 
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WHY SPEAK 

"Why do you never speak 
Speak now 

When we chatted you were endless 
Chatting away 

Now that we meet in real space 
Why don't you speak." 

I am speechless 
Boundaries dissolved 
Space infinite 
Language meaningless 
Silence so rich 
I need not speak. 
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Too much has been said 


When we touched, 

Our fingers did speak 
Lips sang 

Still why do you want me to Speak? 

Feet danced 

Bodies swayed 

Souls flew in Space 

Why Speak now? 



Parasuram Ramamoorthi: Poet with three published 
volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire courts 
Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with twelve plays 
published and Performed.Autism Advocate and Pioneer in 
the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman VELVI www.velvi.org 


68 




I hear the old whore rant 
Whose fury seems to have burned 
Her heart and mind into one. 

Now no heart's thought paused 
For her mind to contemplate 
As they left her as words. 

I look at her stealthily 
But she caught my eye 
And said, 

"I was a child so hungry 
With many mouths to feed 
He bed me for 10 
And I let him... 

But I should have said 
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He could have his wife for free 



Panjami Anand: I am an occult practitioner by profession and 
I see every day it is hard to be honest in a brutal world that 
demands the best fagade even at the cost of one's inner well¬ 
being. Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting 
secret battles and we are not the only ones in pain. I love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my writing 
more. Thus the dominating theme of all my writings are 
conflicts and triumphs of the same. I thank each and every 
one who has encouraged me to better my expression. 
Gratitude for reading! 
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MEMORIES 

Piles of stones, dull and grey, 
lie scattered on the ground. 

Buried by grassy mounds, 
battered by ocean's spray. 

Each with stories to tell 

The tick-tock of the clock 

The unwavering motion of the hands of time. 

A broken screw, a shattered life 

A pleasing smile, a frozen mind 

Nothing stops the sand of time. 

Rust coloured leaves fall to the ground 
embittered by the brutal autumnal winds. 
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Fighting a losing battle 
they drift ever so slowly down. 



Nivedita Karthik: is a graduate in Integrated Immunology 
from the University of Oxford who likes reading books and 
travelling. She is an accomplished Bharatanatyam dancer and 
has given many performances. She loves any form of creative 
writing (especially poems) and writes them whenever she 
can. 
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A CURIOUS MIXTURE OF BLACK AND BIEGE. 

Someday you'll realise the day you really were thankful for 

- Wasn't the day you went decided your favourite colour 
was a curious mixture of black and beige 

- Wasn't the day you drove down through the streets of a 
new city on a borrowed scooter while your friend riding 
pillion crossed her heart sixteen times fearing the worst 
crash 

- Wasn't the day you updated your playlist from 
melancholic to playful to rebellious to melancholic again 


Someday you'll realise the day you were most thankful for 

Wasn't a day at all 

Merely a second that stretched on 

For an infinite lifetime 
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(while you stood with your hands in your pocket fingering the 
ring your lover bought for you without measuring your finger 
first) 


Someday you'll realise the day you were most thankful for 
Happened when you were busy being brave enough 
For your nightmares to forget you 
And you, to forgive them, finally. 



Nilesh Mondal: He is 22, is an undergraduate in engineering 
by day, and writes poetry at night. 

Socially awkward and bad at conversations, he constantly 
counts on deadlines and pizzas to motivate him. 

He currently works at Terribly Tiny Tales, a storytelling 
website. You can always find him on Instagram as 
@hungoverhamlet, and Facebook. 
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LOVEnCreation# 


Whence under the moon 
We meet, 

Thou coming to me. 

To rest your Love 
Your Creation 
Of Songs mellifluous, 

Through pictured 
Frame 

When little i 


The boundlessness 



Try to fathom 


How i love mine 
Find in my living, 

My every act 
Then be 

Comes to your resting gait, 
Softly upon me, 
your perfumed head. 

Your hair smelling jasmine, 

Silvery strokes of light 
Falling upon us, 

Far, 

Far away from the sky, 

I find Celestial bless 
In you, 

I find poesy 
In you, 
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I find 


Paintings 
In you, 

I find 
Light 
Entering 
Through me 
Soul to soul 
As we wrap us, 

Silence of our consummation 
As in the universe 
Emerge 

0 Love True mine! 

You the Virgin One, 

Holding me 
Playful 
A Child, 
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How Thou Show me 


Everything 

So with Motherly ease, 

How Thou tie me 
With Your Holi 
Trinity 

Your Succulent Poetry 
As you make me, 
Savour 


Forever. 



Moinak Dutta: WELCOME! JULEY! BON JOUR! CIAO! 


Me? I am nothing...I'm not a conscious poet...I just scribble; 


78 


For scribbling is like singing spontaneously...It is like dancing 
loving the movements of body...So I live...So I wish to 
depart... 
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THE BATH 

She steps up to the gurgling stream, 
Black tresses loosened to the knees. 
Lovely as the waves that flow, 

The tendrils float in the breeze. 

Turning her face up to the Sun 
Joyously accepting the warm kiss, 
The caress as it touches her form, 
And trembling with untold bliss! 

Clear and cool in the river bed 
The beckoning water surges on. 
Silvery ripples dancing bright, 

This beautiful early morn. 
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Tentative touch of twinkling toes, 
Anklets jingled to light laughter. 

The maiden pauses on the bank 
Before splashing into the water. 

Happy face raised to the light, 

Sunlight gleams on tresses long. 

Eyes closed in rapturous surrender, 
Lips parted in sweet song. 

Soft water cools her heated skin 
Like silk the waves flow her over 
As she rejoices in the gentle touch, 
Remembers the caress of her lover. 

The overjoyed waves in merry clamor, 
The lilies on the banks they throng. 
Gracefully, like an ocean mermaid, 
She rises to the surface and is gone. 
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Minnie Tensingh: I think I have been writing from the age of 
10, contributing to the school and college magazines. Several 
prizes for creative writing and poetry competitions have 
encouraged me to keep at it. Reading is my passion and often 
distracts me from writing. 


Currently I am on the verge of bringing out a story book 
targeting children in their pre and early teens to encourage 
reading among children. 


82 



GOLDEN SHOWERS OF SPRING 

Sunday 
Sunny noon 
Driving down 
The bumpy road 
I see this beautiful 
Lonely leafless tree 
With golden showers 
Her alluring stunning 
Beauty made me stop 
For awhile and admire 
As the mild wind blows 
Though the sun shining 
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A shower gently drizzling 
The golden yellow flowers 
Nodding their bent heads 
And whispering goodbye 
To their friends near by 
As they fall to rest 
The tree watching 
And preparing for 
The next Spring 



Merlyn Alexander: Dear friends, I'm Merlyn. I hail from 
Nagercoil, the Headquarters of Kanya Kumari District in Tamil 
Nadu. Had my schooling and college in Nagercoil. Finished 
my post-graduation in Botany. Surrounded by nature all 
around our district with tall coconut trees fringed sea shores, 
beginning of the Western Ghats, paddy fields and coconut 
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grove, rubber plantations, with some red cliff valleys and 
scattered mountainous terrain, I feel blessed that nature has 
lots to offer for my poems. I'm an ardent lover of nature. 

Other than writing my hobbies include painting, craft, 
travelling music reading and cooking. I'm a blogger and I have 
a cookery blog. 

www.alexanderskitchenrecipes.blogspot.com 

I would love to publish a cookery book someday. My 
collection of poems in a book. Gimme some time. 
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A SORT OF LOVE POEM 

Like a night's moist 
secretions jelling into 
sensual, preening dewdrops, 

like an unnamable force 
that lifts earth's lovejuice to 
the topmost leaf 

like a warm breeze 
willingly lost in sand dunes 
caressing joyously their nude charms, 
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like timeless secrets 


sussurating through tall trees, 
like a reluctant bolt of lightening 
tumbling wildly 
with jagged aims, 

like tender stories 
lying coiled inside me— 

you will come, 

just as spring comes tiptoeing 
through ravaged gardens, 
with a certain dogged intent. 

Nature's overtures are subtle, 
never flamboyant. 
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Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 

multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of formats 
- whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a polymath who 
went from being a specialist to a generalist to a versatilist. 
Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled him, he wrote on 
serendipity and intuition, conducted workshops on a range of 
subjects and topics. He was a very friendly Santa Claus. 


88 




ASSAULT OF THE BLESSED BRAIN 

Without memory 

There is no identity 
There is no history 

There is theft by technology 
There is rape by theocracy 

Neuro disease 

Should be a matter of national security 

Lest we lose our liberty 
To the healthy instigators 

Living in our midst. 
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MAP OF MY ACCIDENTAL MALICE 

Why does my lover 


Badly sing old torch songs 
Casting last rites and last wrongs 

I laugh I lie I love 

Such are lessons I am not above 



Mark Antony Rossi: His poetry, criticism, fiction and 
photography have appeared in The Antigonish Review, 
Another Chicago Review, Bareback Magazine, Black Heart 
Review, Collages & Bricolages, Death Throes, Ethical 
Spectacle, GloMag, Gravel, Flash Fiction, Japanophile, On The 
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Rusk, Purple Patch, Scrivener Creative Review, Sentiment 
Literary Journal, Toad Suck Review, The Sacrificial ,Wild 
Quarterly and Yellow Chair Review. 

http://markantonvrossi.iigsy.com 
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LOST IN THE FOREST OF EYES 

Surrounded by raven dark eyelashes. 

Like a moonless night in a deep slumber 
They are curled from their tips 
As the parched leaves are rolled 
There are kohl-clad, glistening eyes. 

Deep piercing eyes, as raindrops in ether, 
There is an infinite word that is hidden 
A treasure in the burning bowels of earth 
There is a wild forest that blooms 
Wild emotions like hounds saunter in them, 

I being the only traveler, scared by wilderness, 
I am lost in this deep forests carved by eyes, 

As pieces in a jigsaw puzzle. 

Deeply searching for your heart, 
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A heart, a soul and my corner in it, 
I know you love me by your heart 
For this vastness itself enunciates 
Our love for both of us.... 



Kinshuk Gupta: A young poetry enthusiast, Kinshuk Gupta 
writer under the pen name of 'Vitaan' which means 'the sky'. 
He is currently working as a content- writer and analyst for 
the magazine- YOUth. He also writes a page 'Khwaishyen' on 
facebook in which he relates his grieves and insatiable 
desires of mind as a teenager. He is motivated by the cause 
to protect humanity from the fetters of violence and crimes. 
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I dreom holi colours 
Colours of joy, love 
Colours of harmony 
I won't colour your face 
I won't spoil your pretty face 
I won't play drums 
Because drums are loud 
I'll just put a dash I 

Of red on your cheek 
To see you blush 
All I want is a celebration 
Of love and peace 
I always keep a rainbow 
olours in my mind 

- Kerala Varma 24 03.2016 
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Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur), Kerala, is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur writer, 
who believes in "simple living, simple thinking", welcoming 
enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, the river, sea, 
mountain, books, music and Internet and avoiding 
complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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A POEM ON LOSS: A CALL FROM THE DOCTOR. 

A stake in the fear of others 

Blessed repetitive tone 

Has the blood gone wrong? 

Hebrara? Thin and wholesome blood. 

Oh mother, how weak we are. 

Just, the grief of corporeal loss 

Reminds us only of the distance of a leaf 
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To the sky before it. 


Touching merely by fixity, the eye's semantics. 

Vast blue or dark to the single arrow green. 

Oh mother, can we not touch both, even early? 

This unmanly Grief. How is it that these clouds hang about 
me! 


To touch upon it all, touch upon it all. 



Joseph Elenbaas: I am a Christian writer, living in West 
Michigan. 
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HOMS, SYRIA, 2016 
I 

Today, Homs, Syria 

stretches for miles without gates, 

a field without a fence. 

Anyone can walk in holding a gun, 
and plunder its treasures, 
rape its women, 
and radicalise its children. 

Homs is a ghost city 

wiped clean from the map, 

its walls bombed back to the stone age, 

its neighbourhoods and street names, 

turned to debris and dust. 
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Homs perchance was 
my imaginary ancestors' birthplace, 
and tears roll down when i see, 

Homs, my ancestral land, today, 
torn and twisted by bombs and mortar, 
crumpled buildings, empty doorways, 
vacant spaces where people lived, 
and fled, in utter panic, 
from death, rape, and terror. 

Those people, those refugees, 

who inhabit boats on the sea, 

and flimsy tents on land, 

want to lead a normal boring life, 

like the rest of us, 

and, find a place to call their own. 

Homs, Syria, was once, they say 
a city of sunny streets and languid squares, 
beside the beautiful Qattinah lake, 
on the banks of the Orontes river, 
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built by Roman conquerors, 

alas! no more, destroyed by another. 

II 

In Homs, Syria, my ancestral land, 

nothing moves, nothing except maniacal metal, 

from barrels cast from steel. 

The vestiges of its culture are torn down, 
churches and mosques are but rubble, 
there are no homes, roads, or, parks, 
schools have been shut long ago, 
and desks have been burnt, 
and children woken from sleep 
by singeing fires and crash of concrete. 

Neither do I want to visit Homs, 
nor, do i want to walk its streets, 
it's a ghost city when darkness falls, 
nary a mongrel's barks there, 
or, morning chirps of birds, 
it's not home to anybody, 


100 


its water poisoned by death, 
its fields planted with gelatine mines, 
it's said there are more land mines, 
than blades of grass. 

It's a wasteland, this once thriving city, 
which its inhabitants abandoned, 
they say it's the new biblical exodus, 
of Joshua who tore down Jericho, rebuilt it, 
into a promised land west of Jordan. 

Across the seas in the promised land, 

they wait in long lines in the rain and cold 

to rebuild their lives, 

wash, clean, and cook, 

send children to schools, 

waiting to be given visas and work permits, 

to build more colonies and ghettos. 
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John P. Matthew: Writer, poet, singer-songwriter, and 
blogger John P Matthew was born in the state of Kerala, 
India. His first success as a writer was Penguin's world-wide 
short story contest "India Smiles" in which his short story 
"Flirting in Short Messages" was selected for publication in 
an anthology. 


His poem "Call of the Cuckoo" has been published by Poetry 
Rivals. He is working on his first novel and writing a book- 
length travelogue about his native state of Kerala. 
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DIE ONCE 

Die not several times 
But single time 
To resurrect 
And be perfect 

The soul should be justified 
Even if sources are limited 
The force is weak 

And you are unable to speak forcefully 

Kill instinct 

If that remains not fact 
Goes contrary 
And not necessary 
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Follow own judgment 
With no resentment 
But back it with enthusiasm 
With little care for humanism 


After all 

We respond to call 

Not for self alone 

But sometimes for everyone too 



Hasmukh Mehta: I am an ex-serviceman from Indian Air 
force. I joined Oriental Insurance Company and retired from 
there too in May, 2007. I have been graduated from Punjab 
University. I hold technical qualification like Diploma in 
Radio/engineering .1 have done English and Hindi 
stenography as well. I had mastered the art in Morse 
telephony too. I am associated with several welfare 
organizations and served long time as Union leader too. I am 
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at present working as hobby writer. I write poems on various 
subjects and invite suggestions from all the quarters. 
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WHEN WORDS FAIL 

Remember the time 
I was quiet 

you asked what happened 
and I just smiled 
when words fail... 

When emotions grew 
fights hurled 
I could not reply 
my heart sank 
when words fail... 

I waited for you 
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cried myself to bed 
I wanted to tell 
things I'm going through, 
when words fail... 

You turned to me 

lifted my face 

kissed on my lips 

when words fail...silence spoke 



u 


Grace Chelladurai Xavier: Sometimes Hyper, Sometimes 
Moody. Sometimes Shy. Sometimes Crazy. Love to Design. 
Dreamer, just like everyone else. That's me! 
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FAKE 

you were there to receive me 

and i had gifts for you 

you cooked me a special meal 

and i updated you about my life 

you came home early 

and we saw a movie together 

you tried to see the beauty 

in things the way i saw them 

and i tried to see your point of view... 

love it is, wouldn't you think? 

through all these years 
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i've known you will not shed a tear 
when i'm gone 

that hatred and jealousy consumes you 

yes, hatred must be camouflaged and buried 

under thick layers of pretence 

and maybe truth isn't everything after all 

and maybe one day the truth too will die with us. 


* 


Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer, currently residing in 
Chennai. She is the editor and publisher of GloMag. 

https://www.instamoio.com/Glory/ 
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ANOTHER DICK 

Turn again 
Turn again 
Turn again 
Dick Whittington 
From London 
This time 

Where the streets are paved 
With gold 
To India 

And the Taj Mahal 
Where Hamurabi leaped 
The Monkey King 
From the sub-Continent 
To Sri Lanka 
And Mumbai 
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Sweats on seven small islands 


In a bay 

Surrounded by slums 
And cardboard city 
Turn, turn again 
Whittington 
Turn north to Sweden 
Where pine trees hush 
The birds 

And all is dark in winter 

Time for murder 

Along the borders with Russia 

Where pleasant lakes 

Glisten 

In the all-day sun 

Of summer 

Back to Africa 

The townships of Soweto 

And Mdantsane 

Where life is a mere 


in 


Strangling wire from death 
And rhinoceroses 
Walk proudly 
Into death 

At the hands of poachers 
Bearing brave horn 
For the Cinese market 
You should have stayed 
In London 
Dick 

Become a man 

In the City 

With a pink-tie 

And made money 

Meanwhile the Cheshire Cat 

Looks on 

Grinning 

Slyly 
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Geoffrey Jackson: He has been an intrepid TESOL instructor 
at 5 universities and 4 colleges, blown off course from 
England to Holland, Finland, Hungary, Oman, Saudi Arabia 
and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described 
European cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New World 
dreams, Geoff is the Poetry Editor for Fullosia Press. 
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CANOPY 

A canopy suspended above, ethereal muse, my ink, 

That never dries, for it is an ocean of thoughts, 

And you wear the moon stone pendant, oh night sky, 

The mirror of the Sun that is wedded to Time, 

She dazzles in you opaque, silken smooth!! 

That I gaze at forever, an open setting of diamonds, 

Held by fingers of constellations of invisible clasps, 

Yards and yards of a sequined sheer fabric draped, 

Cosmic midnight blue, as you serenade the Earth, 

You are replete with the hope of tomorrow, 

As you blend colours that would paint every new dawn, 

Each day so different as you sport new garments of clouds 
dabbed with gold and silver tinsel, 

And while I watch you in wonderment of where it begins and 
ends, 
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Your diamonds wink at my gullible soul pregnant with 
questions only He answers, 

I stretch with your infinite vastness where I love to get lost. 


For I am just a mind space, a soul scape while you are my 
very thought!! 



Geethanjali Dilip: A Chennaiite at heart, she is a graduate 
from Ethiraj College and a postgraduate in French from 
Bangalore University. She is passionate about poetry, travel, 
teaching travel, gardening, interior decoration, and enjoying 
a deep spiritual connection with everything. She's been 
teaching French, freelance, in Salem for the past 34 years in 
schools and colleges, and at her centre, Zone Francofone, in 
Salem. Her family includes her husband, Dilip Narsimhan, 
daughter, Manasa, son-in-law, Ajay, granddaughter, Aarushi, 
and her parents. 
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This illusion, 

She spreads her net. 

Such hands! 

Such gaze! 

At once gentle and delicate 
Whirls of colours on the waves, 
Frightening, 

Yet stunning, 

She casts a spell 
Who can escape?! 

Such is the design 
We fall prey. 

Get entangled. 

Yet enjoy, live, 

Lose ourselves, 
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In that little boat 


In the vastness. 



Some day 

I have to fly away too 
Will you till then 
Wait 

And be with me? 

Will you 
Hold my hand 
Firm, yet gently, 

And fly with me? 

To infinite skies 
Over oceans 
Far away? 

Who cares, 

I lived here 
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Once 


And dreamt 
Unceasingly 
Of hopes and fantasies 
Interwoven 
In carpets 

Of threads, colours, 
That spoke 
Of love! 



Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
Freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. She is married to Shreekumar 
Varma (Writer and Novelist) and has two sons, Vinayak and 
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Karthik and a daughter-in-law daughter Yamini. She lives in 
Neelankarai, Chennai. 
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COOKED TO PERFECTION 

confined within four walls 

vessels simmer, aroma trail out 

in heavenly clouds to tickle 

taste buds, 

pungent spices 

sear weakened lumps 

amidst high fires, 

bubbles scar into bruises 

voiceless screams 

rise and black clouds 

linger, leaving behind acrid 

charred residues, 

washed off with a swish 

patted dry to sit back 
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on the rack till next time 



Fehmida Zakeer: She has been published in journals and 
anthologies such as Out of Print Magazine, Asian Cha, Rose 
and Thorn Journal, The Bangalore Review, The Four Quarters 
Magazine, Quarterly Literary Review Singapore, Everyday 
Fiction, Kritya, Pangea: An Anthology of Stories from Around 
the World, Ripples: Short Stories by Indian Women Writers, 
and elsewhere. She is based in Chennai. 
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Image - We the Children for 'Bizarre Bazaar'. Visual Artist: The image for the poem is by a 
talented young 'mixed race' Visual Artist from Cape Town, South Africa, Shameeg Van 
Schalkwyk, who is unemployed and currently doing community work in gang infested 
areas; painting school corridors and Library walls to brighten up the environment in 
mostly 'coloured' schools on the Cape Flats, an area historically created to force mixed 
race communities away from Cape Town City to go live on the coastal plains far away 
from the city, which is still mostly unchanged even today. 

BIZARRE BAZAAR 

Surfing the wave of humanity 
still drives us to repeated knee-jerking 
insanity, regardless of lessons learnt 
bridges burnt or new life forms found - 


We imprison, spread confusion 
conjure up utopian illusion even 
losing our intended human function - 
greedily gorging ourselves on 
rotten ideas and sour 
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fermented fears 


at the daily global force-fed 
luncheon, the bitter the 
sweet ravenously yearning for 
some savoury promised 
treats - whilst those waiting 
outside for kind 
scraps choke on brittle bones 
blaming scheming political fat 
cats terrorising socially 
deprived starving rats - 

Hiding each self-inflicted 
scar in humanity's 
daily chaotic 
bizarre bazaar - 

Our countdown lives lived 
in controlled paralysis 
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struggling to climb out of 
this man-made abyss 
aching to comprehend 
willing to furiously defend 
our intended purpose 
brandishing literary weapons 

canvassing for elected lame 
leaders to voluntarily confess 
their failed fantasy 
kingdom mess - 

Targeted votes to gain at 
the next freak show 
election campaign - 

False promises become 
bitter molasses 

causing self-appointed prophets 
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to spit out carefully 
coersed confessions 


as we crown yet again a self-made 
tsar to rule over humanity's 


bizarre bazaar... 



Don Beukes: He is a retired teacher of English and Geography 
now writing poetry. Originally from Cape Town, South Africa, 
where he was born, raised and educated in the last two 
decades of Apartheid, he taught in both South Africa and the 
UK for twenty years and hold EU citizenship. As a person of 
'mixed race' heritage, his poetry reflects the racial and 
cultural battles growing up in a racially divided society and 
indeed as a global citizen and hopes to adjust our moral 
comppass. He also writes about the socio-political, life and 
death, womanhood, nature and religion. 
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THE RITUAL OF PROMETHEUS 


In the country with the dark sky 
Where the stars were all dead 
We gathered in the courtyard of angels 
To pour our dreams in the magic urn. 

A white flag was unfurled on the hillock behind 
As the soldiers of peace stood sentinel 
With pink gladioli in each of their hands. 

The Knights on horses raised their green pennant 
As thousands chanted the hymn to praise 
The God of light and that of love. 

The setting was surreal, as was the black sun 
Turning brighter with every stroke 
Of the ceremonial drum and 
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The rhythm of the chime. 

We all knew then was the time 
To reignite the fire of Prometheus 
With our dreams in the urn 
To reclaim the stars and change the sky. 

But the moment came and went 
Our dreams failed to spark the light 
As we dreamt in thousand separate ways. 

Some wanted to fly above the sky 

While others wanted to just sprawl on the hay. 

Some wanted to forever make love 
While others wanted to split Cuckoos' blood. 

"Should we leave you now?" The angels asked. 

"Is there any hope left?" Prometheus cried. 

"No wait, all's not lost", said the Chieftain. 

Slowly we stood around him again, formed into a huddle 
And then began the ritual all over again. 

We knew we might have to enact it again and again 

An infinite number of times 

From then to forever and to eternity 
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Till the sun was no more and the sky was all dry. 

But still we tried, we struggled hard 

As the angels waited and Prometheus stood alert 

We knew that we needed just one spark 

One spark of light burning bright 

Made of dreams in unison. 

While thousands singing the hymn, 

In one voice, in one mind. 



Dipankar Sarkar: He is on a continuous journey to discover 
himself and the mystery called life. He remains an eternal 
optimist with a never-ending zeal, in spite of the many 
battles that he has lost and few that he has won. 
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THE EVIDENCE 

Unaware, we went to the bathroom, like we do every 
evening 

To finish our nightly duties, bedtime story a-beckoning. 

Right inside the door it lay, still as stone, a poor roach 
I see it's dead but my baby is frightened to approach. 

How do you explain death to a three year old? You don't. 

You circle around, circumvent, euphemise as is won't. 

Villains in our stories always just 'fell down.' 

Our ancestors in picture frames were visiting the Lord, out of 
town. 
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This time though is different, this cockroach is evidence! 

I see no getting away from an explanation intense. 

In a moment of inspiration, I tell my little one, 

"Hush dear, it's sleeping! Let's quickly be done." 

Fearless now since her enemy was in 'deep slumber' and 
couldn't roam, 

She asks, "Why is it sleeping on the way amma? Why hasn't it 
gone home?'' 

"It was so sleepy, that it forgot to go to bed, honey!'' 

My bright one's eyes twinkle, delighting in the irony. 

I make a mental note to clean up the carcass, 

But the bed-time story lingers on and lulls me too, alas! 


"Amma, bathroom!'' I'm shaken awake, she's tugging at my 
plait. 

I pick her up in autopilot and remember the evidence too 
late. 
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With a sinking heart, I open the door, what do you think I 
find? 

An ant army has cleaned up the roach but left a leg behind. 


This is worse, I groan! Dismembered and gruesome! 

I brace myself for a long conversation, about death and zero 
sum. 


I hear laughter. "What a silly cockroach amma!," says my 
little smart-aleck. 

"It has finally remembered to go home, but has forgotten its 
leg!" 


"Huh? Yes, oh yes my love! Such a silly cockroach!" I cry in 
disbelief 

And I gather up my sweetheart and giggle on in relief. 
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Deepa Duraiswamy: Deepa is chronically afflicted by what 
she terms the 'something else syndrome' - the condition of 
always wanting to be doing something else. So it's fortunate 
her interests span from languages to lampshades, from 
history to hyper-accelerating galaxies. She is an engineer and 
MBA, attempting to work towards a PhD in Saiva Agamas 
when not running behind her toddler. 
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PAIN 

Love is slain by suspicious minds 
torn by jealousy 
jealousy, old as love and hate 
distrust like acid raindrops 
burns love to smithereens 
tortured souls battered by pride 
guilt resurrects careless painful words 
words frozen like stalactite crystals 
suspended in the frigid air 

cruel words unkind, scathing 
trapped deep in memories 
hearts unyielding 
afraid to free the soul 
from the shadows of suspicion 


133 









mistrust obstinate minds defiant 


refuse to cleanse vindictive words 
in waters of forgiveness 

souls languish in painful silence 
hearts in denial bleed in pride 
hurtful words spoken in haste 
like a speeding arrow 
cannot return to the bow 

seeds of jealously 
takes root, poisons the mind 
slowly, slowly erodes all sanity 
inflects punishment on the self 
tears the soul apart 
a weighty price to pay 
for a lovers folly 
trapped in jealously 
and senseless vanity 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, and 
brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, and 
writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has performed his 
poetry at various forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, 
the Mauritian Writers' Association, and Glorioustimes, India. 
He is the Convenor of the Live Poets Society, Durban, South 
Africa. 
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WARM/HUNGER 

We realize the No-Man 
No-Woman land 
Between Warm/Hunger. 
It’s actually the No-thing 
That held us in bond 
Without a concrete tense 
Straddling the precipice 
Between Life & Death 
As a valid chasm. 
Warm & Hunger are 
On the same plane 
As receiving blanket 
In one hand 
A basket and shovel 
In the other 
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Seemed together 
As ephemeral ghosts 
In our miserable 
Existence. 



Daniel de Culla (1955): He is a writer, poet, and 
photographer. He is also a member of the Spanish Writers 
Association, Earthly Writers International Caucus, Director of 
the Gallo Tricolor Review, and Robespierre Review. He's 
moving between North Hollywood, Madrid and Burgos, 
Spain. 
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STREAM 

A stream emerges, snaking impure glass, 

To some distant predestined estuary, 

From undistinguished fields and woods to pass, 
Into the surging splendour of the sea. 

An end from a beginning is not clear, 

The mightiest things have simple birth, 

The full-grown glories we now hold so dear. 
Were prophesied once against bitter mirth. 

We cannot see where certain paths will lead, 
Streaming away, beyond our bounds of sight. 

Yet the tree is foreshadowed in the seed. 

And the stream flows on with determined might. 
We know not always where we are going, 

But nonetheless we must keep on flowing. 
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Christopher Villiers: I am freelance writer in the United 
Kingdom, with a Master's degree in Theology, who writes 
about God, Love and the Universe, big things in little poems! 
You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook page. 
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INNOCENTS ARE ALSO HANGED. 

Punished 

condemned 

isolated 

for a crime he never did 

At times he looked 
at statue, laughed 

blind she was, was she dumb and deaf 
unable to listen to innocent cries 
often inside the court 
the scales tilted by a slight breeze, 
he knew the truth. 


140 



Today he woke up to meet death 
asked for his last wish 
he said unadulerated milk 
they laughed, milk you will get. 

Bathed he walked 
with smile on his face 
about to die you smile they said 
he replied actually i wish to laugh 
why 

the real one walks free 

and me for no reason hangs 

one day the rope and the trap door 

will narrate my story 

till then 

Long live adulterated justice. Jai hind. 
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N.Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. I am writing poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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CHRONIC INSOMNIA 

Night sits up for me 
Cradling the moonrise. 
Looks out with mischief 
From the corner of his eyes. 
He has drawn his covers, 
Ready for the game. 
Impatient but calm 
He calls me by name. 

I say, "You must wait" 

My day is not yet done, 

I have chores to finish, 
Before the rising sun". 
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Night smiles back at me. 

And in a tempting voice. 

Says, "Come oh dear, 

There is not a gasp or noise, 

Let this quietude soothe 
Your worn and weary soul. 

And I will sing in your ears 
Dreams to make you whole." 

I say, "Sweetheart know, 

You cannot mend my wear. 

I cannot suffer dreams 
Anymore than nightmares." 

Night turns away, fakes 
Anger he does not feel. 

Steals glances between sulking, 
Assured that I will yield. 

He finds me hard at work, 
Engrossed and remote. 

He tries hard to swallow 
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The growing lump in his throat. 
He thinks this is my arrogance. 
In my silence, he hears disdain. 
At length he closes his eyes 
To arrest the flow of pain. 

Night has fallen asleep 

But I still stare out in the dark, 

His arms are open for me, 

Like a velvety arc. 

I wish I could lie by him, 

And listen to his misty voice. 
But it's a love I must refuse 
I have no other choice. 

How do I tell him, Lord? 

In the darkness of its grave 
My heart sits up for another, 
The one whose love I crave. 
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Borna Ghosh: I am nobody, as Emily Dickinson would say. 
Every morning I wake up and start my work of erasing myself. 
Every night I go to bed having failed in that effort. Narcissism, 
Maya? Who knows what is it that keeps me chained within 
myself. 
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UNTIL THE DOOMSDAY 

I hate talking about dreams; 

Each word has a rough surface, 
Sharp edges, sound contours, 

The precision of geometry. 

If I tell you about that dream, 

It is like forming fleecy clouds, 

With cubes of marble. 

Anyway, 

Dreams are of little relevance; 
Time will indeed teach us, 

Life is just a tomb for dreams. 

And, marble is the best, for tombs! 
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Bini B.S: She is currently a Post-Doctoral Research Fellow at 
Balvant Parekh Centre for General Semantics and Other 
Human Sciences, Baroda, India. Her research articles, poems 
and translations have appeared in national and international 
Journals and anthologies including Poetry Chain, Kritya , 
Samyukta, South Asian Ensemble, Kavyabharati, Korzybski 
And... (Published by Institute of General Semantics) and The 
Virtual Transformation of the Public Sphere (Routledge). She 
is one of the editors of Anekaant: A Journal of Polysemic 
Thought and the Managing Editor of The Journal of 
Contemporary Thought. Her poems appeared in a collection 
of 'corporeal poetry' titled, A Strange Place Other than 
Earlobes: Five Poets Seventy Poems , published by Sampark, 
Calcutta. 
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CURSE OF THE BLACK SUN 

(Inspired by the song 'Gin Soaked Boy') 

I'm the life inside the dead 
I'm the secret inside your head 

I'm the ash of your funeral pyre 
I'm the sin you secretly desire 

I'm the lust between your feet 
I'm the soulmate you'll never meet 

I'm the blindness inside your eye 
I'm the dragon drifting in the sky 

I'm the demon inside the priest 
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I'm the teardrop of the dying beast 


I'm the first second of time 
I'm the missing clue of the crime 


I'm the ecstasy you always crave 
I'm the terror inside the brave 


I'm the end which has begun 


I'm the curse of the black sun 



Barun Bajracharya: He is the author of a short story book 
Sins of Love and contributing author of short story 
anthologies: You, Me and Zindagi 2, The Zest of Inklings, Once 
upon a Time, Blank Space and Rudraksha. Barun is a 
Communications Officer at an INGO and an Editor at PEN 
Point (literary journal). Furthermore, he is the youngest 
member of PEN International Nepal Chapter and Traditional 
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Poetry Writers Association of the World. In October, 2013 he 
travelled to S. Korea to represent Nepal in the general 
conference of Traditional Poetry Writers Association of the 
World, attended by 9 countries, where he earned 
appreciation for his poems. He can be contacted at 
barunbairacharva@gmail.com. 
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AFTERLIFE 


Tomorrow I will die, 

Sleep in peace through after-life, 
on a bed of rose-petals, its fingers 
lulling me to sleep and its scents 
keeping me awake in after-life. 
This night has yet a day to spend. 

Tomorrow hence I will live, 
holding onto Abbu's finger with 
all strength my little fist could muster, 
Like a dew-drop from a willow leaf, 
wading through the saffron fields, 
and wetting my thirst in the Dal lake. 
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The day after, I will ride the lake, 

On Rehan's shikara, floating 
On the swan's back with my little fingers 
Bruising the water with ripples 
that break into a teasing smile. 
..Pain can be beautiful. 

Today's life is not yet spent, 

A quick trip to Gulmarg will replenish 
My humanity to live through today. 

Its tomorrow that I will die. 

Or should I revisit Pahalgam, 
Where Ammi came into origin? 

I spent today sipping on Qahwa, 
Painting it on the palate of my mouth. 
So the taste lives in my death, 
snuggling into my Kashmiri shawl. 
That will probably embrace someone 
who has days beyond tomorrow. 
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Tomorrow we will die, 
Relieved of this misery, at the hands 
Of a bullet in search for quite a while, 
reverberating like eternal thunder. 
Now, silence is a welcome guest. 
Yes...we are happy. 


For Kashmir 



Avishek Ramaswamy Aiyar: I was born and brought up in 
pristine Calcutta and lived the first 18 years of my life there 
before moving to Chennai for my undergraduate education. I 
eventually moved to the US, where I completed my doctoral 
studies in Chemical Engineering. I currently work as a 
scientist at IBM in New York. 
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THE 'OTHER' 


The dozy first daybreak local train vomits 'them' in the 
pimpled platform, 

'They' are rammed by many other 'they's in the 
monochrome morning. 

'They' are scanned with x-ray eyes of the preying black 
coats for processing, 

'They' afraid of the gong of the grave British clock bribe 
for quick quality pass. 


'They' piled beside the warehouse, dustbin of musty 
stuff, domicile of black crow. 

Wait fervently to be transported in cartons, to the city 
lane flats and offices for usages. 

'They' are- some washing machines, some vacuum 
cleaner, may be some sex toy, 


155 



They' are branded items - Leena,Neena,Meena,Tina - 
bearing varied tags. 


They' are marketed with extra warranty of forty years 
or even extended, 

They' wrap up the manufacturing date to assure 
enhanced service to owners. 

They' are initiated after final recheck and the engine 
runs marvellously soundless, 

Without electric, diesel or mechanic and even without 
any license from any lawmakers. 


They' are the biggest branded machines that run from 
dawn to dusk without any pause' 

They' even if falter, are repaired instantly by the hands 
of 'babu' and tongues of 'bibi'. 

They', the no-trouble, all -purposive, ready and handy 
machines, go on till evening, 

Until the moving container does not swallow them again 
into the crowd and vendors. 


The uniformed inspectors again assure the whole 
world that 'their' Parts are still passable, 
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And the service centre gets ready for them to 
polish, wash, repair, purify and recycle. 

The machine is laid in a mat in the middle with 
little gums crushing dry nipples at the upper, 

The hungry Columbus in the lower parts 
managing to enter into the dry tunnel deeper. 


Just Machine sans mind gives service fine when touched 
becomes animated and alive. 

How are They'? the brand Ahalya! Had Ahalya 
complained in the Ramayana? then! 



Avik Kumar Maiti: ( email - itzakm@gmail.com) He is a poet 
and writer from Midnapore. He is a permanent ESL teacher at 
Belda Gangadhar Academy, West Bengal. He likes to travel, 
explore the locale with cultures, to drink life to the lees', 
passion in humanity and drenched in literature. He believes 
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that God is there and one day everything will be fine again. 
He believes in the flame eternal that is within us, which may 
cause a miracle with just a sympathetic touch. 
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MURDER 

Everyday, 

Each second 

In any fraction of second. 

The brutal knife 
Murders 
My blue soul 
Pink heart 
Red thoughts. 

Morning's wake up call, 

Night' turbulence 
Shelley's thorns of life! 

Or melancholy odes of Keats? 
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The Tiresian butcher 


Moves inch by inch and 
Kills ounce by ounce 
Pricking needles all over 
And then the Turkish play. 

The I, 
my other, 

Innocent 
Smiles and tears 
Ambition and excitement 
Dreams and ignorance 
A shout that I and he made 
Black hands strangulated 
Since Time 
Till Space. 

A murderer that exists 
Sleeps with me in absence 
A murder that makes me live 
And contemplate 
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Death after death 


Wound after wound 
To beget and bounce 
Strangle and silence 
The diachronic enemy 
Killer 

Of my blue soul 
Pink heart 
Red mood. 



Asim Ranjan Parhi: He was Professor & Head, Dept, of 
English and Dean of Languages at Rajiv Gandhi University 
(Central), Arunachal Pradesh before joining the Dept of 
English, Utkal University. Specialising on ELT, he has a book, 
Indian English Through Newspapers from Concept, New 
Delhi, and many research papers published in journals. 
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He has been an Associate at the Indian institute of Advanced 
Study (MAS, Shimla) to pursue his Postdoctoral research. 
Apart from academics, he writes poetry in Odia and English, 
simultaneously nourishing a deep interest in Odia and Hindi 
musical compositions. 
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THE PEN 

What the eyes see, the mind perceives, perceptions give rise 
to thoughts and emotions, which trigger turmoil within self. 
These turbulent thoughts and churning emotions desperately 
seek ways of ending their imprisonment within our minds to 
emerge before us and speak to us. One of the many ways 
they try to end their abstractness is by compelling the hand 
to pick up a pen and create their identities on paper in the 
form of letters and words. 

The pen, or the "monopolistic pen", ever since it came into 
existence, by pairing with ink, has usurped the right to 
transfer mankind's thoughts and emotions to paper. The pen 
became the mind's de facto graphical ventriloquist. But, of 
late, the thought of using the pen has been making me feel 
uneasy and annoyed. With every thought or emotion that I 
mold into a word using the pen, my fear and suspicion of the 
pen being a suppressor of "freedom of expression" is turning 
out to be true. 

Be it happiness, sadness, love, jealously, fear, courage, or any 
other emotion, instead of allowing them to emerge on paper 
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in the vibrant colors they come alive within us, the pen dyes 
them all in the color of its ink before allowing them to appear 
on paper. Without allowing the letters and words to reveal 
their true colors, not only does the pen stop us from truly 
expressing ourself, but also fools us into believing that we 
have been able to express whatever we desired, or mastered 
the art of expression. 

Unwilling to let the pen have its way and to uncover the true 
colors of my words hidden underneath the coat of ink, I tried 
stripping the ink off with an eraser. The ink retreated under 
my persistent assault with the eraser, but not before 
punishing me in the most brutal manner; it perished, taking 
along with it all those words that I was struggling to release 
from its clutches, leaving behind the battered, weathered 
paper to mourn, not the demise of my words but the loss of 
its own gloss. 

But how would the world be if the pen became our ally, 
allowed us to fill its belly with our colorful thoughts and 
emotions and create letters and words that truly reflected 
the colors of the lightening, thunderstorms and rainbows 
stirring within us. 

Every page would then become a painting as every letter and 
word would be a brush stroke, or every page a night sky lit up 
by letters and words that seem to explode like colorful 
fireworks -- Wordsworth's Daffodils would have been yellow 
punctuated by red dot; Milton's On his Blindness may have 
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been a dark sky full of twinkling stars; Keats' A thing of 
Beauty, a rainbow; and so many more. 

Until mankind is able to invent a pen that is not a muzzle in 
disguise, can we say that what we have created on paper is a 
true reflection of the tempest brewing within us? 



Arun Sharma: Surprisingly, a fixed sequence of letters used 
to identify an every changing person like me and is spelled 
thus, Arun Sharma. I work as a copy editor with Exeter 
Premedia, Chennai. 

Arresting my capricious and insane imagination with the help 
of words to imprison them on paper is something that I am 
learning to do. Reading and thinking while gazing at sunset 
and the night sky is what I like to do. 

I believe the above, in a nutshell, sums up what I am at 
present. 
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FIXATION 

I gaze at my silver mirror 
Only to see my scars that lie. 

Like the dark red terror 
In a face with a missing eye. 

I gaze at my mirror silver 
Wishing to see what I blindly crave, 
The cold perfection of Art glimmer 
Not my imperfections depraved. 

I wish I could speak with my sewn lips, 
All my secrets trapped in my heart 
Not be strangled by my own nemesis, 
That tears my world apart. 

I wish I could say exactly what I feel 


166 


Be the paragon haunting my every dream, 

Not twist, not stutter, not silently reel 
At my own failures, and with my eyes scream. 

I hope to find myself when I awake 
In someone else. Someone without my flaws. 
So that I wouldn't yearn to escape 
From waging with my mind, my losing wars. 
For the person I claim so much to be. 

Is only a shadow, trapped unseen, 

Like the best rhyme that can only be 
An echo of what it could have been. 

And I have fallen, madly in love. 

With the person beyond the veil 
And no tear from the heavens above, 

Fall, as I try and fail 

To be what my reflection is not, 

But such my curse; and my agonies breed 
As of illusions is wrought 
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The love I need. 


And my fixation with my self-identity 
Poisons like a canker unchecked. 

The essence of the pitiable entity 
That chokes on its own foul breath. 
And so I am, by my own affliction. 

At worst, a fraud and at best, a fool 
To drown in my own perfection 
Like Narcissus in the pool 



Archita Mittra: She is a freelance writer, artist and designer 
based in Calcutta, India. A first year student of English at 
Jadavpur University, she is also pursuing a diploma in 
Multimedia and Animation from St.Xavier's College. Her 
poetry has appeared in numerous publications and 
anthologies including Quail Bell Magazine, eFiction India, Life 
In 10 Minutes, among others. 
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EMOTION 



Emotion is the chain 
That heals the gap 
Between the beings 
For its nectar 
For Tom, Dick and Harry 
On this strife - stricken earth. 

& 

Emotional eruption 
Guides the course of life. 

Its germination 

Adds fuel to the flames of the passion 
For its whirlwind 
All around the corner. 

& 

Emotion and philosophy 
Are the parallel lines 
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Of the rail track 


That flourish altogether 
But rarely meet a junction 
Of the two. 

& 

They remain poles apart 
From each other 
Without losing 
Its fragrance 
For the generations 
Scattered all around the globe. 



Arbind Kumar Choudhary: Fie is the originator of Racy Style 
of versification and Indianised version of Sonnets in Indian 
English poetry, has propounded his philosophy of life, nature, 
love and poetry in 'Melody', 'Nature', 'Love' and 'The Poet' 
for the saving grace of Tom, Dick and Harry on this strife- 
stricken earth. Dr.Choudhary has been included in Cambridge 
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Dictionary of English Writers, London in 2009,World Poetry 
Almanac, Mongolia in 2008, 2009 & 2010, Four 

Contemporary Indian English Poets, 2014, Romania, World 
Poetry Yearbook, 2014, China and Five Indian English Poets, 
Jaipur in 2015. He has been popularly awarded with a 
number of literary crowns in Indian English poetry. Presently 
Dr.Arbind Kumar Choudhary, an editor of Kohinoor and 
Ayush, is heading the Department of English at Rangachahi 
College, Majuli, Assam, India. Email:kohnoor@rediffmail.com 
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There would have been a whore 
Or a rosary bearing nun 
A violinist cheering up 
A cold wintry sun 
Or even a waitress, 

A seamstress maybe, 

A black slave of bondage. 

Or a white ballet fairy 
Or maybe a koli fisherwoman 
Or a household bai, 

Or a cunning pirate 
With a hood over her eye 
With that.long a line 
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From Eve to me, 

How dare I question or mock her 
She is my Divinity 



Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost 2 decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has - with 
quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from friends - 
been devoted to occasionally tapping to the Muse's dictats 
from time to time. 
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THE GOODNIGHT POEM 


When times are lonely and morose is deep. 
When monsters are scared of nighttime sleep, 
Beware the child without it's keep. 

Lock the door! And shut the peep... 


Cover the mirror with a curtain tall, 
Drown out the music of the ghastly ball, 
Shut the gates. Don't cross that wall. 
Keep a little light and a phone to call. 


Hear that? A squeaky, doleful walk? 

A screechy blackboard? A blood-red chalk? 
Human voices where none may talk? 
Beware, I say! Beware and balk! 


Awesome deaths lead awful lives; 

Throaty moans of blood soaked wives, 
Playful things like nails and knives, 
Twinkles shrivel where a shadow thrives... 
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Sleep now child, for I am near. 

Shut your eyes, and wipe that tear. 

It is now night, but soon, the sun will come clear. 
Till then, apart from me, you have none to fear... 




Anish Vyavahare: Writer, brand builder, quizzer, public 
speaker, event organiser, psychology, advertising and writing 
teacher - essentially if there is a job to be done, I do it. Or get 
you people for it. I have a long standing affair with eating, 
cooking and Wikipedia. I like to travel if there is someone 
from the land to show me around. So if you want to invite me 
to where you are, I am welcome. :) For the serious stuff, I 
teach UG and PG Mass Media students. I help businesses do 
smart marketing where they build a strong brand, make 
money and do some really cool stuff to engage with their 
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audience. I have been running a Poetry open mic in Thane, 
called Poetry Tuesday, for the last 5 years (almost!). I teach 
basic creative writing to beginners. And I have recently 
launched a multi-lingual Youtube channel called The Poetry 
Affair of India where you are welcome to feature with your 
poetry! You can check us out here - bit.ly/lLnZdUB 
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FRACTURED REALITY 

Can you feel my heart? 

Can you hear my mind? 

My life a fallacy, 

A pervading mirage, 

A dimmed reality. 

How can you see 
through my lenses 
When your world is blinded 
Never seeing my mind, 

Never feeling my pain. 

Will you always 

Keep me in the shadows? 
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Will you hide me 
From the world? 

Am I the one 
To lose your identity. 

To break the porous shell 
Protecting your fragile position 
Within social circles? 

Break- 

Feel... 

Look... 

Be brave enough to feel 
My fractured world 
Dare to look through 
My impassioned eyes 
You will see the truth 
My truth 
Not a subverted 
Contaminated View. 

The reality of the thread 
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Dancing in my mind 
Pulling, shaking, stretching 
Contorting my mind 
Engorging fissures 
Divorcing my fantasy 
from reality 
Look at your heart 
Feel my love 
Hear my silent cries... 

I am your reality 
You are my Imagination 
We can only walk silently 
Away from this Web. 



Angela Chetty: She is a HR Manager, an avid poet and lyricist 
who lives in Durban, South Africa. Angela imbibes her work 
with a deep passion and belief that words can touch hearts 
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and change lives. The depths of her soulful prose, cuts across 
different genres, talking to matters of the heart. Poetry is 
music for my soul; like oxygen, the breath of life. 

In 2013, an Anthology of Poetry entitled, Heartfelt moments - 
A Treasure Trove was published. 

www.heartfeltmomentspoetry.com 

In 2015, her poem "Miss Me" was selected as Editor's choice 
for the Contemporary Poetry Digest and has been chosen as 
the best poems of the year for a Valentine's Special 
Publication. Her poems have also been selected as 
semifinalist for International Poetry Contests. 
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AND, I LOVE YOU MORE 

And, I love you more 
of scattered streets 
the rain on your 
tantrums 
a sky that had 
once clothed me 
and you 
who still 

wouldn't believe 
of the land 
beyond the fort 
of summers broken 
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Amitabh Mitra: He is a Poet/Artist and a Medical Doctor at 
East London, East Cape, South Africa. He lives in many worlds 
and narrates his life in hallucinatory stopovers. Words and 
images tend to amalgamate in many such strange journeys. 
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MY PRAYER 


Dear God, 

Today as we bow our heads down in prayer, 
Our hands clasped and our eyes closed, 

I pray to you 
For strength 
To face 
Ever challenge 
That comes our way. 

To be able to recognize 
The right from the wrong. 

To give us courage 
So that we are able to 
Live our dream 
Reach for the skies 
And touch the stars 
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Be friends to each other. 


Most of all, 

Dear God 
I pray 

That we have peace 
And most importantly, 
Live in harmony. 



Ameeta Agnihotri: First of all, I love to write. Then I love to 
travel, and write about my travels, including about the food I 
eat on my blog. Being a Food Critic, I have four food books to 
my name: The Times Food and Nightlife Guide. My restaurant 
reviews come out every Friday in the Chennai Times. Yes, 
life's good. My book is done. It was done five years ago. Am 
still trying to muster the courage to edit it. 

Work: http://timescity.com/chennai 

Blogs: http://silentsensation.blogspot.com/ 

http://fascinatingtastes.blogspot.in/ 
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SUMMERTIME 

The weary bird sitting on the branch 
Looks at the clouds as forward they march 

Behind the clouds a vast mass of a blue sky 
Does not bode well as the season looks dry 

The old man stares with a heavy heart 
At the cow struggling hard to pull the cart 

The sun has sucked dry wells and ponds 
Leaves and flowers burn in the dying fronds 

The farmers shed tears for the parched earth 
They are afraid to look at tree's thinning girth 
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At a distance the peaks seems as if in fire 
Parrots in cages flap wings for a whiff of cool air 

Inside the cotes pigeon's eyelids begin to droop 
As trees start to fall like a vanquished troop 

Its soul soars high as body drops to the ground 
In the burning grass its trace can't be found 

March is dead and April has just taken birth 

For a couple of months the earth burns as a hearth 



Anil Kumar Panda: My name is Anil Kumar Panda. Tiku is my 
pen name. I was born in a small town, Brajrajnagar, in the 
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state of Odisha, in India. I am currently residing here. I work 
as a mine surveyor in coal mines. I write short stories and 
poems whenever I get time. 


187 



(image @ Arushi) 

MY POEM OF LIFE IN 3 WORDS: 

"I am am." 


A Poetic 'Ballet' in 3 words: 

"Love is is" 
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